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To Mr. HR iÞ E 
Land-Waitet in the Port: oO EE. 


by 5 11418 . WL" N= e, 7 S144 uc YT 
* wou d my greefu} Lay thy Werk commend ; , 2014 02 


The Bard deſerving, and ſo Ig d the Ariends R 4 ® non 


But loog felt Griefs their n Pains impart, 
* And Cares and Sickneſs have of Yerwhelm'd my Heart, 3 2 804 | 
No more the Muſe can boaſt her wonted | Pow r = - 
To cheer my Soul in . Fall kot 8 
With all the Wors of wearyd Life: oppreſt, 1 *orrls | 57 - J 
I tive the flatt'ring Goddeſs from * _ 2 
Vet ſtill for thee I tempt thi unpractis d Song ii . 
Thy various Muſick tunes my trembling Tongut'z — 
Thy ſoothing Notes my fix d Attention gain; 
And thus my Love repays thy friendly Strain, 


Qh ! live the happicſt of the Poet's Race, 


Ti Merits ſhining with diſtinguiſh'd Grace 5 
AZ 
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Crown'd MazyBRO's Conqueſts with Kngi'd Prat = | | 
80 proud the Stall him the Hen tught, 7! | 7" | 
Thou * * e nay 41 
Aten TIES) 8 41565 | Gs OE Fo. | | 


© Leo bis Lay Tranaton of Pat ofthe oe. | Printed for r. arr. at | 
the Roſe in St. Paul's rd, 1741. 477 51 "ofa 


To Mr. PRICE. EC 


| Jan pro the . what ehe- % i: 
What varying Riptures fwell the varying Notes: | 


Charm'd with thy Lyre the conſcious Foreſt rings, y 
While Pan fits pleas'd to hear thee firike the Strings, ö 
| 


Harmonious Bard ! prolong the tuneful Sound, 

The Swains all liſt ning with Attention round: 
Still let th? enchanting Beauties of the Fair 

Lire in thy Lines, for Time thy Lines ſhall ſpare. 


o! were the Numbers, firuggling from my Tongue, 
Equal to thoſe which dignify thy ss. 
J foon to publick View wou'd tet thee forth & 
And teach fond Echo to repeat thy Werne 3 | 5, 
But, uninſpi'd, I court an humbler Strain, © — — 
A bubbling Fountain, or a flow'ry Plain, 

Ye facred MUSES, who delight to ſing | 1 

Ves the ſoft Mum ring of fome deer Spring, 

= | Garlands to grace my honour'd Friend prrjendy 


- |. For he muſt ſure deſerve your earlieft Cre: 
| Without your Aid, to guide my wand'ring Pen, 
Vain is my Verſe, and ev'ry Labour vain: 
©] 9 | | | 5 
Riſe then, and in your own immortal Lays, 
| To future Worlds tranſmit his deathleſs Praiſe, 
J. Berrov, 
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Prayer of . the Fourth, 
K L N G has Fram. 


"oi 


2 bumble le Pray r. Thou view. my in- 
— 


And ev'ry deep Deſign that racks the Breaſt 


Of him who is my. Foe : Thy mighty Hand 
Supports the whole Creation: : All th' Events 
Of human Life are preſent to thy sicht. 

If then thou know'ſt I ſhall exert my Pow'r 


e Sor the Guardian, No, 19. 


To ſpread abroad thy Glory, and — | 


To plague the World, 0! take from a FF. = 25 


2 


POEMS. 


Thy People, delegated to my Care : 

If nought but an Ambition to exalt | 

Thy holy Name, and ſerve the ger ral Weal, 
Inſpires my Boſom, with thy heav'oly Aid 
Favour, great God, the Juſtice of my Arms,” 
And ly Rebellion proftrate at my Feet : 


Teach the mad Crew to own my ſov ' reign Sway, 
By lineal Right and [thy Decrees GC 


But if” Mo God X* Mercics, tis ordain's 


By thy good Providence that in the Feld * 


Beneath the Sword I die, and thou foreſeeſt 


I ſhould like one of thoſe the Sceptre wield 
Whom i in thy Anger thou doſt ſometimes ſend 5 


My Life and Crown, and let me fall this 5 

A Sacrifice obedient to thy Will! 

O! let my Death conclude my . woes 5 
And be my Blood t the laſt in Battle ſhed ! 
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| Epitaph, 
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In him, with ev * moral Virtue crown d, 
1 indulgent Tiusbund- Father, F md were Gay. | 


He knew no Storms nor Tempeſts but at Sea 3 


Vain is their Fe bis Heav'n he flies. 


B 


Kind Heav'n in Mercy took her Sight away. 


And ev'ry tender Tear is ſhed in vain; 


OE. MS. 
B P T. A P n 


On Mr. William Cleeves. 


H Ere fleeps the Man whoſe gen' rous Soul ef 
Aud Jabour'd ooh for che public Good: 

To ſerve bis Country, to extend her Trade, 

He deem d his Duty, and with Joy obey d: : 


From Pride, from Anger, and from Envy free, 


What if once more thoſe Storms and Tempeſts ny 


On Miſs Jolliff. 
Eneath lies bury'd Innocence and Youth Z 
You call it Flatt'ry ; but I fay tis Truth. 
Early to wean her from this World of Clay, 


Put by Degrees a Period to her Pain ; 


POEMS. 
To Mr. P1TT. 

L E T others labour all their Lives for Gold, 

ILL And be like Slaves in Afric bought and ſold, 


I rather chuſe o'er Pinpern s Fields to ſtray, 
And hear our Engliſh Vinci. tune the Lay. 


Thrice happy Bard! to lateſt Times thy Name 
Shall live with Popz's, and be the next in Fame. 


Qui oft ce que Div? 


3 IN de rien decider de cet etre Supreme; 


Gardons en I adorant un silence Profond : : 
Le Miſtere eſt immenſe, et I Eſpirt sy confond ; 


Pour dire ce qu'il eſt, il faut etre lui meme. 


What is Go D? 


O comprehend, vain Man! preſume no more, 


„ 
—— —— (— * 


But wrapt in Silence Heav'ns great God adore: 
Beyond the Pow'r of Thought, he is, and none, 
Knows the high Miſt'ry but himſelf alone. 


Rolls oer the bending Mat. At length they reach 


Are in one Moment loſt, Hadſt thou been there, 


On the Loſt of the Vicronr. 


ow the Storm riſes! Scarce can yon proud 


Suſtain th unwieldy Weight! It hurts my Eye 
To view the lab ring Scene, See, how they work! 
Rouz'd by th' incumbent Winds, the ſwelling Wave 


Th' expected Port, and toſs around the Bowl. 
Not = their Admiral with tenfold Rage 
BlovigBoreas from above, and inſtant rends 
The parting Canvas, With malignant * 
England's bad Genius in the Tempeſt rides, £ 
And, by the Almighty's Order, points its Force + 
Full on the deſtin'd Ship, A thouſand Lives 


O CUMBERLAND, tho' virtuous in thy Deed, 

Thou muſt have ſhard'their Fate. The gallant Youth, 
Whoſe chund ring Arm could teach the tow ring Pride, 
Of Bourbon s Sons to bow to Britaivs King, 


Daſh'd on the broken Rock, reluQant, dies | 
=. With 


F "= ROE MCS. 


With many z diſmal G. Perhaps tho. Fa 
Unconſcious of his Doom, with pleaſing Pain 
prepares the bridal Bed, and fighing hopes 
The bliſsful Hour. Florio, thy Loſs I mourn, | 

Juſt ripening to a Man. The grateful Muſe 
Pays thee this Tribute for thy Father's Sake, 


To me and mine fill friendly Gracious Heav'n || 


Look down with Pity, Save the finking State, 

Bid the black Angel wing his dreadful Caurſe 

To diſtant Realms, and never more return F 
Thence to theſe Iſles — Pruffia $ Monarch next 


Driv'n from the Field by Auftria's conqu ring Sword 


Inglorious, be the Subject of my Song 
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1 Epitaphinitn Faderis  Fhancofurtani 
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Hic. Jacent. 14 
; Triſtes Exuvie, _ 45 
| Faderis F rancofurtenſis 


MOR  Patre, Marte. Matre. Megara. | 
E . | 
Sol. hae, Lhd 7 rt 
 Vidoriz. Manibus, Obrutum. Frommen. 54 


. 


n 55 
. an 
Dictaturam. Perpetuam. Gallo. 

- " Exitipm, Germanic. 

| Furopss. Devaſtationem. 
Inviſum. Otbi. Imperium“ Peperikrt 
Rerum. Ordinew. Diſturbaturum. | 
Li. Diutiue. Vixiſſer, | 


_ See the General — of Sana. the 13th of Moy, 2745 
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POEMS 


FYERSITFY'D. 


| M ARK, Reader! what this Epitaph contains. 


has a aa 8 League here lie the fad Re- 
L mains, | 


Megæra, born in H ell, at Noon of Night 


Heav'n's righteous Arm, + with one avenging Blow, 
| Sent the dire Infant to the ſhades below. 
If longer It had liv'd, the monſtrous Birth 
Had rujo'd Empires, and laid - waſte the Earth : 
The World had ſeen all Europe held enchain'd, 
And France the Miſtreſs of Mankind had reign'd. 


T 1744+ 1745. 


On Sir Jſaac Newton, 


By Mr. P O P E. 


Ature and Nature's Laws lay hid in Night: 
God ſaid, Let Newton be, and all was Light. 
* 


N 


Compreſs d by Mars, + brought forth the Fiend to | 


> ung oe . 


A Gentleman in London havi 


POEMS, 


Or . Porn #1 

Ewton brought Nature's ſecret Lawn to Light: 

But, "__ now thou art dead, once more 'tis 
1 


On Mrs. GR E E N. 


. — — 
*. 5 


Eneath this awful Stone a Widow lies, | F 
Whoſe ſpotleſs Name the Blaſt of Tongues defies: 
Much by kind Providence to her was givin; 


And much ſhe wiſely lent the Poor and Heav'n : 1 
Heav'n then now pays her for her pious Deeds, 


And endleſs Life the ſtroke was Death ſucceeds. 


receivꝰd 4 
three Letters by the ſame Posr, ac- | 
quainting him with the Death of his 
_ Wife, his Miſtreſs, and his favourite 
Horſe, made theſe ſad Reflections, 
v1. 5 
| uy loft my Miſtreſs, Horſe, and Wife | | 
But when I think on human Life, 
1 am glad it is no worſe: 


$4 


20 POEMS. 


My Wife was- ugly anda Scold'z 
My Chloe was grown lean and old : . 


I am for my Horſe. e, 


2 apted f in _ 


U Xorem ami, fic ad. Oreftes, 
Ceſſerunt Fatis et Meretrix et Equus 1C? : 


T. 
* 


N 


Y 


Gnas autem lubeunt bins Triſtia Vitæ, 


Letbr me miſerum non graviora pati : 
Uxor enim deformis erat, nec Lingua taceret ; 


Annis fracta Chhe ; defleo mæſtus Equu m. 


: 1 11 
Thomas Miſſing, Eſq; 

| On bis Marriage to Miſs Craneners. 

FF 1SSING ! thy Father's Epitaph I wrote, 


M A mournful Theme and ne'er to be t 
Pardon me then if now 1 change the Lay, 7 


And joyful celebrate thy bridal Day. 
That thou may'ſt live, ev'n in the Bloom of Youth, 


| A' Foe to Falſhood, and a Friend to Truth, Charm'd 1 


POEMS 
charm'd with the A virtuons Deeds impart, 


Is what I wiſh, and faith tis from my Heart. 

| But fee | the Pair; dom d with eviry Oki. q 
Refigns at length, and meets thy fond Embrace? 

0 | take her, gen'rous, to thy Bed and bad; OY 1 

And be her Perſon only not ador d. 0 

How bleſt thy Lot fince to thy Arms is gen — JD 

. The beauteous Fawaite of Mankind and Heav'n! 1 


10 


4 Nola dedit Patribus, Audit A FENG 


? 


Es, quis funem, quem meruere, dabit ? 


+ The Names of two Colleges belonging to the Jeſuits, 
TRANSLATED, | ,- — 

F. ROM penal Fires their ſinful Sons to fave,” | 4 
Nola the Bow; the Arrow Gallia gave; 

But who will add the String, ye Jeſuits tell, 
#7 Voue' rev'rend F athers have deſerv'd 5 well? 


Zee the Britiſh Magazine, for April i746. 2 


12 POEMS. 


To the Young Chevalier. 


P 


Fly, and thy Flag no longer dare dif play 


Charks, Francis, James, or John, whatc'er thy 


In fancy'd + Triumph o'er the wat'ry Way: 
Tell faithleſs France and unrelenting Spain, 


Heav'n guards our Ifle; and all their Arts are vain. 


1 Alluding to the Motto on his Standard, 
ꝙ— | 


Dis TICHoo N. 


Cum Pitre Imperium fic Gulielmus habet. 


| * Cumbriz ſcilicet. | 


— 7 "Mrs. PRICE. 


Y geareſt Wife! I ſtill adore thy Charms, 
M And bleſs the Pow r chat gave thee to my Arms: 
| Riches for thee my gen'rous Soul deſpis'd ; 
Vayth, Senſe, and Beauty ves the Thing I priz'd. 


—BS | 


Reſumptuous Youth! to Kingdoms quit thy Claim! 


(Names | 


E X Iloſtes Virtute ſuos, Dux Marte ſubegit ; 


Proud 


POEMS 73 


Proud that my Heart'yet'burns with pureſt Fires, 


Receive this Verſe which Love alone inſpires ; 5 


** — 


I write thy Name with Pleaſure 3 and my Lays 7 A 
Conſtant as Truth ſhall celebrate thy Praiſe l 
Each coming Hour, and bappy be thy Days ! 3 


On Mr. CHUBB. i 


= hay fleeps the Man whoſe early m_ _ 
Smit with the ſacred Love of Truth, -: 7 


Nature's firſt Principles explor'd, e108 


And only one Great Cauſe ador'd, 


Born to be gen*raus, kind, and good. 
This wicked World with Grief he viewd: _ 
On all its glitr ring Glories trol. 

And like the Patriarch walk'd with God, 


1 
2 


* 2 0 E MS. 
ME hs 8 5 os 


Prayer of the A rchbifhop of Conbray, 


Author of TeLEMACHUs, 


baer 4 t the Right Honourable | | 
3 


Counteſs of Shafteſbury. 


F of Mankind, O God, the greater Part 
1 Diſcern' thee” not amid the glorious Show -— - - 
Of Nature thou haſt plac'd before our Eyes. 


"Tis not thy Diſtance from us; thou art far 
More intimately preſent to our Minds 
Than all the Objetts' which our Hands have touch'd, 


It is our Senſes, and the rebel Crew 


Of Paſſions they produce, which turn "TOR thee. 
Our moſt deſerv'd Attention. In the Midſt 
Of Darkneſs burns thy Light; and yet, alas! 


The Darkneſs ſces it not. Thou ev'ry Where 
Diſplay'ſt thy boundleſs Pow'r.. In all thy Works, 
Tio? 


1 See the Guardian, No 69. 


POEMS. 


Tho' diſregarded hy- th unthinking Sons on 1 
Of heedleſs Men, thou ſhin ſt. Aloud of thee: ; | ;;» 
The whole: Creation talks, and echoes. forth - .. 
Repeated Praiſes to thy holy Nane. jp 
Yet ſuch the Inſenſibility of in inf. vo 
Deaf to great Nature's Voice he ſhuts bis Ear. 
Around thou art and in us; but, good Heavn !: 


We wand'ring from ourſelves oftimes-:heconie 241% 2A 
Mere Strangers to our Souls, and: feldom feel 
Thy ſov'reign Preſence, —— Thou, th! eternal Sour 
Of Beauty and of Light! Ancient gf DE! 
Who never didſt begin, and ne*er elt end! 328 5 
The Life of all that live | Whoeter will ſearch - - 
The ſecret Temple of his ſacred Breaſt _ 
To find thee ſhall not fail,——Alss ! the Gifs 
| Which graicous thou. beſtow'ſt ſo fix our Thoughts, 
They prove our Hindrance to adore and bleſs x 2 
The bounteous Hand which ſends them, "Tis by thee q 
Alone we daily live ; and yet we live 


Without reflecting on thee — What is Life 


. . 2 5 
F 4 1 
% 1 
* 
4 * 
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16 POEMS. 


If ignorant of thee ? an inert Lump 

Of liſtleſs Matter; a decaying Flow'r ; 

A gliding Stream ; a painted Piece compos'd 
Of fading Colours; an aſpiring Dome 

Now haſtning to its Fall; a ſhapeleſs Maſs 
Of ſhining Ore our dazzled Fancies ſtrike, 
And make each fond Spectator ſmile with Joy 
At their Exiſtence, Partial we regard 
Theſe as affording Pleaſure, but forget 


From whence the Pleaſure, which to us they gire, 3 
Originally ſprings, Such empty Toys ZI 
Suit beſt our low Defires ! This flatt ring World 5 


With all its various Beauties like a Veil © 
Conceals thee from our Sight. And fince thy * 1 


Is too exalted and refin'd to paſs 

Thro* human Intellects, thy righteous Laws 
Are ill obſerv'd by thoſe who have debas'd 
Their natural Dignity, and as the Beaſts 
That periſh ſpend their Hours, They well perceive 
What wife and virtuoys is, to whom belong 


elit. cod 


Nor 


wn 


Who walks unconſcious of his God, and knows 
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Nor Sound, nor Colour, Figure, Tafte, nor Smell; - 
Yet queſtion if thou art, becauſe above | 
Their groſs Conceptions, Fools! who Shadows view : 
As Subſtances, and as a Phantom Truth, 

That which indeed is Nothing is our All, = 

And that which is our All as Nothing ſeems. 

What, O my God, in Nature but thy ſelf 


Behold we, wondring? Thou, and only thow 
In ev'ry Act appear ſt. When I reflect 


On thy Omnipotence, O Lon, I ſtand 1 
Abſorpt in Contemplation; ev'ry Thing 


Beſides thee vaniſhes ; I ſcarce believe 


My own Exiſtence, He who ſees not thee 
Hath nothing ſeen : his Life is but a Dream, 
And vain his Being —Riſe, O! riſe that All 


May gaze upon thee, As before the Fire 


The melting Wax conſumes, and Smoke is drivn 
To mix with yonder Cloud, ſo let thy Foes 
Sink from thy Preſence !——How forlorn the Wretch 


f 4 
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18 POEMS 
No inward Peace! How bleſt the Man wha ſtrives 
His Duty to perform, and pants for thee - 
With inextinguiſh's Thirſt | But happier ill 
Is he on whom direct thy Rays divine 
Dart all their Influence; whoſe repenting Tear 
Thou kindly wip'ſt away; and who in thee - 
Finds ev'ry Wiſh fulfil d. How long, O Lord, 
Ho long muſt I expect that bliſsful Day, | 
| When with thy beatifick Viſion crown'd, 

I ſhall poſſeſs uninterrupted Joys | 

And everlaſting Pleaſures? O my God! | 
Strong in this Hope my Bones exult and cry, _ 
Where is thy Likeneſs ? Both my Heart and Soul | 
| Grow faint within me when to thee I lift 
My asking Eye, who art my All in All, 
Till Time in round Eternity is loſt. 
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1 F ever Won write che Praiſe 


Twas thy dear Wife. 1 knew the bequtcous dra. 


I think I ſee the radiant Form appear; 
And whisp'ring ſoft ſhe chus ſalutes thy Ear. 


When on the Stage of mortal Life I trod, 


Since then with Saints in Bliſs I ſhare a Part, 


And in the bridal Bed we both were bleſt : g 


And Sons and Daughters ſmil'd around our Board. 


—— 


P a MS 
DT Ar. Jor arr. 


Of virtuous Deeds 3 in theſe e Da Jays, 55 


Ev'n while with grateful Hand I write her N 


Weep not for me, my Spouſe, nor idly ſhed 
This Show'r of T cars, —[t nought avails the Dead : 


With conſtant Care I ſtrove to pleaſe my God : 
And now my God rewards that Care: I ſhine 
+ Above, eternal, deathleſs, and divine: 


Why with vain Sorrows wilt thou break thy Heart ? 
Thee too of all Mankind I lov'd the beſt ; 


With various Wealth thy loaded Shi p was ſtor'd ; 


D 2 Sil 
1 This Line is taken from Mr. Por z's 
Tranſlation of the 114d. 3 BZ 


PO E MS. 


Still let them tile! and joyous may they riſe, © | 
E're long to meet their Mother in the Skies ! * 


vr : 
time the + Dome, erected at thy co tt, 5 | - 
To me unenvying is already loſt 2 : i | 


Thy crown'd Et1z4 ſcorns what Earth can give 3 
But hopes in Heav'n with thee and thine to live. 


+ Alluding to a very' neat Houſe which be is now finiſhing, 
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F | ER E Sleeps the Man, who in his: 


" ho 
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once fill d a. public Station wich Applaiail 
The venal Bribe his gen'rous Soul diſdain d. "ESO = 
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And to the laſt the Patriot free remain e. 
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He led a virtuous and an honeſt Life; 


* 


And taught them, vig rous, to revere his Sword. 


: C1 . 1 EET 
Till on the Knee his Pardon they implor de. 


— 1 = . 4 W 


To leave this World with fervent Zeal he pray aj? 


And now in Duſt the Body low is laid; 3 


But ſoon All-glorious from the Grave to riſq̃ 


77 


- | wane endleſs Love and Harmony abound, — ©: 3 


And ſacred Songs eternally go round, =_ 


To celebrate the great Creator's Praiſe . 2 e | : 2 
whoſe Ways 
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Bleſt is whoſe Name, and wond 
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